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hunter, intimately acquainted with the 
Tuscaroras and Delawares, with whom 
he has often contended. See what a vig- 
orous old age he has reached. The droop- 
ing hat shades a pair of penetrating eyes 

lips wreathed into a simple smile — and 

long gray locks, which fall upon his 
shoulders. His dress is homespun, and 
his feet are cased in moccasons of deer- 
skin. His gaunt and nervous hand holds 
carelessly a ponderous rifle, which has 
slain a hundred deer. He believes that 
at times his weapon is bewitched — that 
the ball flies crooked— for after " drawing 
a bead," upon some mighty buck, in point- 
blank range, the animal has fled onward — 
he has missed. He is brave, powerful — 
fears nothing in the world — but he is su- 
perstitious, and believes in witches. As 
I touch his shoulder, he turns simply. 
" Ah ! Hunter John Meyers," I say, " how 
have you left all on the Sleepy-Creek 
mountain 1 Has your gun missed lately, 
and what brings you to the court-house 1 
You are a witness in the late affray at 
Tuscarora meeting-house, about to be 
tried? True: the sheriff is calling you. 
Let us enter." We enter the old build- 
ing, curious with its semicircular rostrum 
for the worshipful justices — its lofty 
ceiling — its rude bar full of gentlemen- 
advocates. They were a fine set, those 
gentlemen-advocates of old days! Of 
these our old Virginia lawyers, how many 
excellent stories have I heard ! — what 
jolly lives they led ! — how they feasted, and 
hob-nobbed, and jested, and played jokes 
upon each other ! — what horses tHey drove, 
and how fast ! How generous they were, 
with their open hearts and hands ! What 
a delightful esprit dv, corps existed, and 
what a rich zest attached to their lives, 
as they travelled from county to county 
on the circuit! A thousand anecdotes 
still linger, like an aroma of the past, 
around the names of these worthies. 
How they branded hypocrisy or scoundrel- 
ism before the world — how they fought, 
unfed, for the widow and the orphan — 
how they excited the gentlemen of the jury 
to tears or to laughter, playing upon their 
minds as a girl plays on her piano. In this 
miserable world few things are certain — 
but of one thing there cannot be the least 
possible doubt : that is, that the old law- 
yers of Virginia lived splendid and delight- 
ful lives. There is something of the old- 
time spirit still left — the old warmth, 
and generosity, and fearless truth — but 
the lingering veterans remember the past, 



and sigh for their old companions. They 
sigh in vain — they are gone like the 
vision of Macbeth — "would they had 
stayed !" 

From these idle memories of the elder 
day, I come back, with a start, to the 
present. A deafening scream — a yell of 
terrific agony as it were — and then, with 
a rush and roar comes the angry "iron 
horse" from the East, snorting wrath- 
fully, and loaded with passengers, who 
soon swarm on the platform. 

I turn from the spectacle with a cynical 
smile, unfavorable to the nineteenth cen- 
tury. I go back to the spot where the 
old Globe tavern stood, and again muse 
idly on the long dead past. The carnival 
plays again — the bright figures move in 
the dance. I see all their smiles, and hear 
the gay laughter, which sounds from the 
years that are gone. In an idle, smiling 
reverie, I wander through the town 
toward the bridge, and, careless of the 
present generation, live in other scenes — 
and enter what is, after all, the " land of 
lands" — the bright domain of recollec- 
tions and of dreams. 



THE YA1IPIRE. 

By Rooa Vertner Johnson. 

In a grand and gorgeous chamber, 
Where from lamps of purest amber 
Perfumed light, serene and tender, 

Stole athwart the purple gloom, 
Lady Clara, with the splendor 

Of her beauty, lit the room. 

For, behold ! the golden glimmer 
Of the amber lamps seemed dimmer, 
When like showers of light around her 

All her shining tresses fell 
Past the glittering zone that bound her, 

While the proud and graceful swell 

Of her bosom's perfect whiteness 
Rivalled e'en the poliEhed brightness 
Of the alabaster vases, 

And her dark eyes* witching rays, 
And her thousand nameless graces, 

Made the mirror seem ablaze 

With her beauty on it beaming ; 
While the lady stood there, dreaming 
Love's sweet dream, its bliss revealing 

On her cheek, where blushes stole 
Like warm, rosy clouds of feeling 

From the summer of her soul. 

To old age and wealth united, 

In her youth, all hope was blighted, 

Every cord of feeling severed 

Like the strings of some Bweet lute, 
Till when love's warm pulses quivered, 

All grew desolate and mute. 



But death came,— in mercy breaking 
Those cold ties, — when gently making 
Love's wild notes again vibrating 

Stirred her womanhood's full prime, 
All its perfectnes3 dilating 

As a rose in summer-time, 

Stirred by the passionate thrilling 

Of the bul-bul's music, filling 

All its crimson leaves, — whose flushing 

Seems to steepen as they move. 
Like the lady Clara, blushing 

At the fullness of her love. 

Round her white brow, proud and queenly, 
Bridal pearls now hung serenely, 
As the dew about a lily, 

While glad thoughts lit up her eyes, 
Till their depths, so blue and stilly. 

Shone like constellated skies. 



Through the silken curtains streaming, 
Crept that amber light — where, dreaming, 
Lady Clara smiled— revealing 

Inward rapture, through her dream, 
As from deep, still waters stealing, 

Warm, reflected light will beam. 

O'er the white arms (fondly twining 
Round her mate) fell, softly shining, 
Many a treaa — their glory flinging 

On his broad and sinewy breast, 
Even as golden vapors clinging 

Round some mountain's granite crest. 

But a shadow seemed to hover 
O'er the lady and her lover, 
As o'er mated doves in summer 

Brood's the dreary thunder-cloud ; 
Yet from dreamland came no murmur 

Of a coffin, or a shroud. 



Morning dawned— but in that chamber 
All was hushed— the lamps of amber, 
'Neath the garish sunlight paling, 

Burned with sad, uncertain flame, 
And lone echoes back went wailing 

As they shrieked the lady's name. 

But no answer thence returning, 
When the mid-day snn was burning, 
Quick the massive doors they shivered. 

Whence, as eager friends stole through, 
While the purple curtains quivered. 

Forth a bloated vampire flew. 

On that bridal morn so cheerless, 
There they found her, pure and peerless, 
On her lover's breast reclining, 

As on storm-rent oaks we see 
Rose, as passion-flower twining, 

Where it perished with the tree. 

Then the old lord's coffin seeking, 
Lo I they found him red and reeking, 
With fresh blood his eyes dilated, 

Drop3 of gore on beard and breast, 
For his demon soul was sated, 

And the Vampire was at rest. 

Lexington, Kt., Dec. I860. 



